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create, pause ra té a te , pause




We hope you 
enjoy it.
At a hole-in-the-wall art boutique in San Luis Obispo I . 
bought two hand-shaped, clay mugs, each mug etched . 
with one simple phrase: "create." and "pause." Those mdgs 
changed my life. I began to drink from them as a rem ind^ 
to "pause" and in taking those pauses, I remembered th a t. 
we are created to create. I scratched out poetry in my 
moleskine journal. I colored with crayolas. I napped on 
green grass and recognized a God who creates, everyday, 
through his community. As we move into finals week and 
toward the Christmas break, may the campus creatives 
among us remind us that we 
are all artists and creators. a







MICHELLE M CCR EA R Y
—
The SEMI is published w eekly as a 
service to the Fuller com m unity by 
the Office o f Student Affairs at Fuller 
Theological Seminary. Articles and 
com m entaries do not necessarily reflect 
the views o f the Fuller adm inistration or 
the SEMI.
L etters to the E ditor:
The SEMI w elcom es brief responses to 
articles and com m entaries on issues 
relevant to the Fuller com m unity. All 
subm issions m ust include the author's 
name and contact inform ation and are 
subject to editing.
Free  F u ller A nnoun cem en ts:
Subm itted to sem i@ fuller.edu.or 
dropped off at the SEMI Office on the 
3nd floor o f Kreyssler Flail above the 
Catalyst. 35 words or less.
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A dvertisem ents:
Notices for events not directly
sponsored by a Fuller department,
office, or organization can be submitted
to sem i@ fuller.edu. Email us to receive *
W inter 2011 availability, pricing, and
deadlines. . ' '
In his spare time, Nathan (MAT, 2nd yr) watches and wonders over 
the sky aflame with its setting sun while crossing the 210 overpass 
on Los Robles; when he's doubly fortunate, he is stared 
down by the stars in the night sky over Joshua Tree or by the 
pulsing lights of the LA cityscape from Mt. Wilson.
Brenton (MAT, 2nd yr) has been Anglican since High School. He 
became an "aunt" earlier this year based on a conversation that 
went like this: "My brother had a baby!" "Ooh, congrats! Are you an 
aunt, or an uncle?" Brenton thinks babies wrapped like burritos are 
cute.
Timothy is a friend of Fuller who grew up on a micro-nature 
reserve in Kansas. He is now a writer, editor, and advocate in 
Chicago, where he lives with his wife Allison. He writes essays, 
poetry, and discussions on various subjects.
readzebra. wordpress.com.
Aaron. “Often people are troubled by the answers they get when 
inquiring about the meaning of life. I believe that this is because, 
in the first place, they do not fully understand the question they 
are asking. It's 42, of course."
wordsinbloodlikeflowers. blog spot, com
Snow. "When I'm flatlining, going fetal on the couch and wanting 
to melt into the ground at the end of the day and never return, I 
build, create, generate. When I'm amped, accelerated, animated 
with a powergrid of spirit, when the magnificent humans that fill 
our world inspire me and spark me with a white-hot headrush that 
my body cannot contain, I create, construct, breathe. I match my 
pulse to the heartbeat of the universe, and give back."
Michelle. “I'm fascinated with things that are old. The smell of 
libraries and piles of old books. Aged images, textures, fabrics—it 
is beauty. A portion of every bag sold goes to support women and 
orphans in the village of Njewa in Malawi Africa."
S ' 11 30468-183
S E M I C R E D IT S
M anaging E d ito r  
Carmen Valdés
E d ito r
Janay Garrick
P roduction E d ito r
10Q. IIUR ShX I
It avoids the rigor of putting 
things into consistently 
insufficient words, it avoids all the 
gesticulation. The confusion. The 
disclaimers and awkward pauses. 
The frumpy, boneless petitions.
I started by imagining what it was 
I was trying so hard to put into a 
sentence. And when even the first 
glimpse came it was 
more powerful than continuing.
I left it at that. I left it at 
envisioning the hypothesis of 
grace. From there it became
more intentional, and I graduated to entire 
installations, murals painted across my mind 
and transmitted, I assume, the way words 
were, but quicker. The opposite of the way a 
computer does.
The week of the earthquake in Haiti, I prayed A |  
for relief by picturing leaders, foreign and 
Haitian, stepping up to organize and facilitate 
water drop-offs, working together with
t  f  A




t also urgency, with grace,
I painted countries working together and I 
sketched families reunited and bodies found 
and laid to rest.
When a woman in our church was diagnosed 
with breast cancer while pregnant and 
already mourning the loss of her father,
I drew picture after picture of the family 
together, not at peace, who could be 
at peace?, but just together, avoiding 
splinters and everyday squabbles. They 
were surrounded by people who asked 
about them, dropped in on them, called 
and texted and emailed. There was a scene 
in the living room and the bathroom and 
the kitchen. Flying down to Florida and in 
hospital waiting rooms. Grief and rage and 
confusion, congealing around fear and a 
primal, unrelenting tiredness.
But I pictured moments of 
peace. I drew a husband 
making sure his wife knew how 
much he loved her. I added 
friends and family who chose 
to finally let old hurts go. Who 
chose the unconditional stuff.
People write because they need 
something simpler than spoken
words. They write poetry 
because prose is still too much. 
And they draw and paint when 
there are no words at all.
And talking to God in our 
current world... I can't think of 
any words that would do. ■
BY TIMOTHY A AMES
Photos courtesy ofThe Boston Globe.
Photo by Matthew Schuler.
Competition usually helps. It 
focuses evolution, buffering 
unoriginality and imitation, 
allowing us to create at a level 
worthy of the world's attention. 
Open, honest criticism forces 
us out of mediocrity and into 
a global, magnetic web of 
collaborative art and vision and 
invention.
But competition can also nuke 
your soul. Since arriving at Fuller, 
I've noticed a quiet selfishness 
growing the in cracks, lacing 
words and smiles with hints of 
ego. Not a Princeton level of 
cutthroat, but subtle and selfish, 
thousands of micro-comparisons 
every moment. Envy. Factoring 
"personal success" into 
"changing the world."
Which, unfortunately, keeps 
it unchanged, and eventually 
becomes intellectual rape and 
pillage, night-sticking friends and 
family in the back of the knees 
just to jump past them on the 
social success ladder. Because 
we aren't really a materialistic 
society, are we? We don't really 
want "things" as much as we 
want the social rewards that 
those things offer. We want
“this" because we think it will 
change how others see us. And 
if I have "that," then "they" will 
include me, or “he" will respect 
me, or "she" will love me.
But eventually, we begin to 
realize that it doesn't work, and 
that it isn't really a ladder at all. 
It's a flow. A shifting swarm of 
collisions and interactions every 
moment. And that we're all in 
this together. Your successes are 
my successes. And my successes 
are your successes. Almost like 
we're one body. And that low 
self-esteem isn't linked to failure, 
but rejection.
There is always a gap between 
how we want our lives to be and 
how they are. "Life balance" 
is bollocks, no one can be a 
rockstar at everything. Pouring 
into certain things causes other 
things to suffer. And it takes a 
while to stop wishing we were 
someone else.
It's interesting that jealousy 
doesn't explode at distant 
superstars. We envy our closest 
friends. The more like us they 
are, the deeper the resentment.
by Snow
Until we understand that 
creativity is far too big to define 
as “better" or "worse." "Higher" 
or "lower." And that success and 
failure are two sides of the same 
LP. What if we embraced both?
What if we fueled each other 
like a well-oiled machine, letting 
the "better" in others fill our 
own shallows? What if working 
with someone "farther on 
the journey" wasn't a slam to 
identity, but seen as a gift? An 
opportunity to leap forward. The 
married friend. The published 
roommate. The celebrity sister.
A new, radioactive fabric of 
innovation that creates its own 
feedback loop, building on itself 
through a churning torrent of 
creative collusion.
Identity and individuality are 
important, of course, but 
personal work could be better, 
farther, original. Competition 
redirected from undercutting 
and outshining, channeled 
into cooperative collaboration. 
Something that amps us. And 
explores us. Something like a 
headrush. ■

In Nicaragua, where poets were 
internationally renowned for 
creating a "revolution of the 
poets" from 1961-1991, poetry 
provided a "theology from 
below" or a local language for 
social protest based on biblical 
justice. In Nicaragua, depending 
upon one's point of view, the 
pen of the poets became either 
a unifying or a dividing force 
within the church and within the 
nation. To some, the pen of the 
poets gave voice to the voiceless 
and served as a tool to speak out 
against the oppression of post­
colonial, oppressive regimes 
(1937-1991). To others, the 
pen of the poets incited chaos, 
bloodshed, and revolution.
Perhaps the most well known 
poet o f the Nicaraguan 
revolution was Ernesto 
Cardenal. Although Cardenal 
served as both a priest and a 
government cabinet minister, 
he self-identified as a writer 
more than any other "position" 
he held. He compared himself 
to a modern-day prophet: "I 
have the same motivations 
as did the biblical prophets.
The prophets were poets who 
wrote to denounce injustice 
and to proclaim the new 
kingdom. For me, poetry is just 
another vehicle. It is a form of 
preaching." Cardenal did not 
write just to write, he wrote to 
.effect change through Christ. 
One critic commented that 
Cardenal did not "believe in 
'art for art's sake.' His poetic 
documentation of realities 
in Nicaragua has redemptive 
intentions." For example, 
Cardenal's poetry included 
commentary on injustices faced 
Children At Risk (CAR) in his 
: Ijgmeland:
The Mltiiary Police have told you 
ithdt all the Church should worry 
about is 'souls.'
But what about children starved by 
corporations?
How shall they possess the earth if  
the earth is owned by landlords?
Thomas Merton, one of 
Cardenal's mentors and 
advisors, wrote that the 
Christian contemplative, or 
poet, is "freed from the world 
for the world and is obliged, in 
whatever manner possible, to 
speak, write, and act in behalf 
of the oppressed and for a 
nonviolent Christian ministry 
of peace and justice." It was 
Merton who partially provided 
inspiration Snd vision for 
Cardenal's creation of an artist's 
community in Solentiname, 
Nicaragua (1965-1977). At 
Solentiname, the community 
of common people or peasants 
(campesinos) functioned as local 
theologians. There, they began 
to construct a local theology 
which called the church to 
return to faithfulness to the 
word of God. This religious 
community, of approximately 
one thousand people spread 
out over thirty-eight islands, 
was based on the biblical 
ideals of social justice and 
community sharing (Acts 2).
The experiences of the local 
community gave rise to the 
questions, the struggles, and 
the various answers that could 
be found through the lense 
of the gospel. It was the voice 
of the community, illumined 
by scripture that recognized 
which solutions were "genuine, 
authentic and commensurate 
with their experience." It was 
then the "poet, the prophet, the 
teacher, those experienced with 
other communities," such as . 
Cardenal, who gave "leadership 
to the actual shaping into words 
of the response in faith."
Through this community,
Cardenal produced one of 
his most famous works: The 
Gospel of Solentiname, a series 
of twenty-nine commentaries 
on the four Gospels. It was 
during this time that the poet 
and priest entered into true 
solidarity with the people. He 
identified with their suffering 
and their cries for justice. He 
said of the community: "Little 
by little we became more 
radical politically, in looking 
more deeply at the Scriptures, 
our revolutionary commitment 
became more profound. 
Contemplation carried us to 
revolution." InThe Gospel of 
Solentiname, Cardenal calls 
both Mary and Jesus radical 
revolutionaries and expounds 
on the concept that "the will of 
God is that we fight for justice 
and he is going to fight at our 
side."
In 1977 when the community 
at Solantiname was destroyed 
by the Somoza government, 
the people of the community 
sought exile in Costa Rica and 
Cardenal joined the Sandinistas. 
At this time, Nicaraguan 
religious and business leaders, 
along with Cardenal, formed 
Los Doce (“The Twelve") a group 
which worked from exile to 
bring an end to the dictatorship 
and to create a democratic 
government. It was during 
this time that Cardenal moved 
reluctantly from the hermitic 
life of a poet-theologian, to 
the socio-political life of a 
religious revolutionary within 
the Nicaraguan revolutionaries 
and then government. During 
the revolution, the Sandanistas 
identified one of Christ's offices 
or functions in Nicaragua as 
that of Poet. In the midst of 
the bombs and fighting of the 
revolution (1972-1990), the 
Sandinistas sang out: "Christ has 
just been born in Palacaguia"
and followed with the words:
"I believe in you, Creator, Poet, 
Primitivist Painter."
Cardenal's politics and 
participation in revolution 
while poetically theologizing 
about Christ in the community 
naturally pose some challenges. 
Can contextualization of the 
gospel look like revolution 
that is radical, political, and, if 
necessary, violent in nature? 
How do we reconcile such a 
contextualization with the 
Spirit o f Christ? Cardenal, in 
one of his poems, attributed 
his transform ation into a 
revolutionary to Christ. Cardenal 
would perhaps argue that, 
where necessary, believers 
must become subversive if 
the practices of the church are 
not aligned with Scripture. He 
wrote to a revolutionary bishop 
from Brazil:
Bishop, we are subversives 
a secret code on a card in a file who 
knows where,
followers o f the ill-clad and visionary 
proletarian,
a professional agitator, executed fo r  
conspiring against the System.
It was, you know, a torture intended
fo r subversives,
the cross was
fo r political criminals
not a cluster o f rubies on a bishop's
breast.
Theology then, in the hands 
of the common Nicaraguan, 
through the words of Cardenal 
and The Twelve became "more 
than words," it becam e" a 
pedagogical process liberating 
consciousness and inciting 
to action." Cardenal, as poet 
and priest, did not desire for 
his readers to remain in the 
"superficial" world of words, 
but to take it to the streets 
and to act upon it. This is the 
integration o f art, missiology
and theology. One critic, Marc 
Zimmerman observed that the 
aim of Cardenal's poetry is "to *■
jar the reader, to refuse easy 
aesthetic harmonies, to provoke 
commitment, not applause, 
to demand completion not in 
literature, but in life." Should 
this not, after all, be the aim of *




nothing less than 
the poetry of 
G od”
-  Boccaccio, 14 c.
Italian writer
For more on this topic, see Dr. Nancy 
Thomas's dissertation: Weaving the 
Words: Writing about God in Culturally 
Appropriate Ways, FullerTheological 
Seminary. For detailed bibliographic info 
contact theSEMI at semi@fuller.edu.
Artwork by Aaron Moore.
STRAN G ERSTO  H OPE  
by Nathan Warn
|  BIRTHING A SAVIOR  
by Janay Garrick
Guatemala Milton, 
who spoke a different 
tongue, taught me 
i to take my enem y by the 
I hand.
Milton was eight, and 
wiser than i 
could ever hope 
to return to 
be. i've fallen
into adult coma 
js. paralinguistic psychosis:
love m e like this, don't do that. 
; words, superfluous words, 
so pride -
less i see
i how we can't hold any love 
for God in us 
unless we love
like a child, make 
room inn the un 
stable heart, a savior 
needs birthing.
^ Matt. 5:8
We did not always have these words:
ways to be like him and unlike the world 
ways to find him and ourselves 
ways to become ourselves in the world
God w as not always here  with us.
Long stretches o f centuries, 
filled by the strivings o f ignorant, contented living 
changeless, endless centuries 
projected like corridors without beginning and end 
all through which we traveled and travailed, 
until disrupted by a host of great acts 
uprooting the world's foundations 
and our foundations in the world.
We were now faced with such an offer:
God's claim  to be with us and over u s . 
created out o f the sterile ruins of wilderness, 
the possibility o f abundant life: 
life-after-desert.




but we were never strangers to /
human longings /
facing uncounted w eary I
days and nights
that is, before now— until now. 1
Teach us to count the days, '
to num ber in our m em ories
in the stories we tell our children 
to re-mark with our telling 
be re-made in our hearing
the dusk of your nearing 
the nights o f our waiting 
the dawn o f our hoping 
the days o f your appearing 
Remind us to recount your words, 
to mem orialize in our minds 
and mark with our bodies
the deep through which you've brought us 
— pain and jo y  a thousand years overwhelming 
the height to which you'll bring us 
and the promise to be filled out that 
all strangers to hope will find home with you.
THE ARTIST BEHIND 
VINTAGE REMADE.
v i n t a g e r e m a d e . c o m
>  I b M H  .
Alright, let me start GarageBand. 
OK. Are you ready?
Urn, sure. I'm just going to be 
honest and not try to be profound 
or anything. Just so you know.
No worries, that's perfect actually. 
Honesty is usually pretty profound.
Let's hope.
OK. Why do you do art?
Hmm... I suppose that it's always 
just been my way in the world,
gt, just who I am naturally, my 
9  natural response to things. I see 
I  something and Immediately say 
1  'I want to internalize that or put 
I  it into a different form.'It's a 
I  way of engaging what I see and 
I H  experience.
I  So art is a way of existing. How did 
I  that happen?
I- ®  I think it's because my mom was so awesome at putting different 
■  things in front of us and providing 
I  a really open space for us. Our 
■  home was a really free place. We
AN INTERVIEW WITH 
MICHELLE MCCREARY
I““ *" She wouldn't say that she'screative, but she is. She's a teacher, 
■  and my two sisters do web and film. 
I  Creating was a part of growing up. 
I  We had an elevated entrance hall 
■  that we used as a stage, and we 
I  would do dance performances for 
I  our parents and whoever else we 
I  could convince to sit and watch us.
■  could scribble on the walls, and
j  she had big glass windows that sh 
m  would let us draw on.
I  Is your mom and the rest of your
■  family creative?
And we would finger-paint with 
pudding, and my mom would bring 
home random materials and we 
would make stuff.
Artists usually do what they feel they 
can do. If someone can naturally 
draw then they often pursue 
drawing. If  you could do anything, 
what would it be?
I'm still figuring that out. I've just 
recently started doing photography 
and am incredibly excited about it. 
There's a lot of things to explore.
I've neverworked in ceramics, so I'll 
probably do that at some point.
■ Do you pick up new techniques 
quickly?
Some things I do, some things I 
don't. Photography seems very 
natural.
What do you like to shoot?
People. I just did my first portrait 
shoot and it was amazing, so I've 
decided to do one shoot per week 
with a different person and see 
where it goes. When capturing 
someone, I try to evoke them, and 
bring out what's naturally there. 
Photographing a person is like 
discovering them in new ways. I 
never try to be too intentional or 
moody.
/ love it. Photography is very kinetic. 
Are you that way with your other 
art? Do you like working with your 
hands?
I love working with my hands. 
Earlier today I was making a leather 
bag and I looked down, and I had 
glue everywhere. Just the feel of 
it, and working with the different 
tools, that is exhilarating for me. I 
love having paint on my fingers. I 
live for that.
Is that why your Vintage Remade 
products stand out? Other artists 
recycle materials and reform them 
into clothing, but yours are different.
It's really the same as my goal with
photography. My goal in creating 
a bag and using vintage materials 
(and this is going to sound kooky) 
is to get a sense of what that thing 
actually is. It's important to me 
to evoke it and capture it. If I'm 
working with a really charming 
blazer, I want it's essence, which 
in itself is raw and cool, to come 
through in the final product. It's 
listening, really. I love internalizing 
and listening to each thing I'm using 
to create.
Unreal. Do your products ever 
surprise you then?
Definitely. I'm not someone who 
is extremely methodical, I am 
much more of an explorer. It's the 
unknown, let's see what happens. I 
have a general plan, but I'm much 
more into engaging the process and 
letting it lead me somewhere, I like 
being surprised. And often it ends 
up far better than anything I could 
have planned.
Is it the same with your other art?
Yes. I totally lose my breath over 
old paper or certain lettering or 
textures, things that you can feel, in 
and of themselves. I use things that 
inspire me in my collage and mixed 
assemblage pieces, and try to allow 
them to have their own place in the 
bigger whole. If the individual parts 
aren't interesting, the whole piece 
won't really work.
So great. So what's next fo r you?
There is a student show in the 
library coming up. I just got my 
panel-board today. Next year I 
would like to do another student 
show in the city, and Vintage 
Remade will be at Unique LA on 
Dec 11 and 12. As I said, art is just 
how I interact with the world, 
and for me it's about learning 
to embrace that and overcome . 
whatever fears that come with 
that. It's scary to label yourself as 
'an artist,' and learning to embrace 
not only the label, but that way of 
being, has allowed me to explore 
things I never would have tried
otherwise.
Fear. Yeah. How much of yourself is 
in your work? Like, your own soul.
Oooo, that's a scary question. 1 
can't help It, I create from a deep 
place. It's important to me to feel 
a deep sense of belief in what I'm 
doing. I have to resonate with it, 
and hopefully what eventually 
comes out is still in line with 
that. And because of that, I'm 
pretty attached to what I make. 
Sometimes people will order bags 
that I'm particularly fond of, and it's 
hard to let them go. They're like my 
little children in a way. So I guess 
a lot goes into my art. And 1 think 
that's what people connect with.
Has your art ever not gone over well? 
Or have there been projects that you 
weren't pleased with?
I have been in environments where 
I couldn't just be me as a creator. 
Places where I was creating for an 
audience that I knew would not 
get me. And I learned to adapt. I 
feel like I developed a second brain 
and second set of intuition and gut 
feeling that was not me, to be able 
to create in that environment. And 
it was awful. And I felt like I was 
dying. And I eventually had to quit 
that job.
What was the job?
I was the creative director at a really 
large church in Arizona.
Is it the same here?
No, now I feel much more free. In 
a city like this there are so many 
opportunities and things to try 
and people to try them with. I 
absolutely love working with other 
people and having something that 
is bigger than all of us come out 
of that. It makes me feel totally 
alive. But at the same time, for me 
it's about processing the world, 
sort of like journaling through each 
medium. And I have to work alone 
in that. •
Artwork by Aaron Moore.
Three deacons, five acolytes, a 
big choir, traditional Christmas 
hymns, carols, incense, a packed 
congregation and the standard 
organ greeted me at midnight mass 
one Christmas. I sat with my family 
next to a blind woman. She loved 
the voice of the soprano soloist.
For the sermon, Fr. Hansen gave 
a history of the universe. He 
started from eternity without 
beginning, and moved on forward. 
He developed a fascinating 
perspective, and he ended on 
Christmas day: when God was 
placed in a feeding trough. He 
has called the manger a feeding 
trough before, for that's what a 
manger is. God, incarnate. For His 
first act, he is placed in a container 
labeled "eat me." How immense 
must be the journey from eternity 
without beginning, eternity without 
end-from  immutable, infinite, 
omnipotent, omniscience -  into 
time, into flesh, into weakness 
and finitude, into vulnerability 
and dishonor. What an incredible 
journey, and when our Lord finally 
arrives, He is put to use as food for 
filthy animals.
On the last day of His life, our Lord 
spoke to a group of filthy animals, 
and said to them, "Take, eat, this 
is My Body" and likewise after 
supper, He took the cup, and gave 
it to them saying, "Drink ye all, of 
this, for this is My Blood." And so, 
on Christmas morning, we lined 
the rail to cannibalize the flesh 
of the very One whose birth we 
celebrated. Why was He labeled 
"eat me?"
At the communion rail, I watched 
as the blind woman ahead of me 
took the bread from the priest.
✓  i
< & p b m
I watched as she drank from the 
cup of blood. She could not see 
it. I watched her face, disfigured 
somehow from blindness -  the eyes 
sunk back, the mouth unaware of 
the gruesome positions it formed, 
searching for the lip of the cup, 
awkwardly finding it, sipping 
sideways. It disgusted me. I decided 
that I would have my wafer of bread 
only dipped in the cup (intinction), 
instead of sipping from It. I did not 
want to drink from this cup after 
she had.
Here is where I remembered the 
true meaning of Christmas. The 
manger. Communion. We partake 
of the same body and blood, and 
we become united from it. We 
intimately ingest our God, and he 
quite literally dwells in us -  His 
flesh becomes our flesh. Likewise 
we share a meal -  and we drink 
from a cup -  the same cup. We 
share the cup intimately. There is 
a significance there. Drinking from 
the same cup. Not just the same 
cup as the blind woman, and the 
others at the congregation, but 
from the same cup as all Christians 
through all time, back to the same 
cup which the disciples drank 
from. Drinking from this cup was a 
fellowship, a communication with all 
other Christians. It made me a part 
of the Body of Christ, the church.
He did not say "drink ye, of this," 
but "drink ye all" for all Christians 
are united in this drink, this blood, 
this cup, of the new testament.
So I drank from the cup, and 
delighted in the sharing of it 
with the blind woman. I was not 
disgusted by it, but found that I 
was gladdened by the intimacy, 
as I would be if a friend felt close
enough to share my straw from a 
drink, or use my chapstick.
I am always amazed by the glow 
that enters everyone's hearts 
after we all communicate. It 
is no accident that the act of 
taking communion is called 
communication. When we eat, we 
truly do communicate. I am filled 
with something, a joy, and I feel an 
immense connection and love with 
everyone else there, and I suddenly 
feel gentle, and 1 want to hug 
everyone as I pass -  and everyone 
smiles. It's the kind of smiles that 
people have after communicating. 
For a short while, after communion,
I understand what Jesus meant 
when he spoke of His Kingdom 
on earth. I have a taste of how the 
family of God is meant to be. We 
are truly one, fora short while.
I am never able to sing the post­
communion hymn. It is one of 
my favorite songs, sung quietly 
while everyone sits. The words are 
amazing. But I can only gloat in 
the deep love for everyone, and 
take in the words and the beautiful 
voices of those singing. At those 
times their voices are the most 
beautiful voices in the universe. This 
is what the meaning of Christmas 
is. This is why Jesus was wrapped 
like a burrito and labeled "eat me." 
This is why the very day is called 
Christmas-Christ Mass-Christ 
meal. This is why we attend mass 
on Christmas. This is why we take 
m a ss-“the meal."The coming of 
Christ is the coming of His Kingdom 
and His Kingdom is here. It is here 
now and presently, and it is in us -  
the body, all Christians. We are the 
kingdom of God. And that is cause 
for celebration. ■
Dec 1 Payton 101 
CHAPEL: ADVENTTHREE 
chapel@fuller.edu, 10a
Dec 1 SOP Student Lounge 
STUDENTS SERVING VETERANS 
MEETING
susancsheu@gmail.com, 12-ip
Dec 3 Travis Auditorium 
INDY FILM SCREENING: COYOTE 
COUNTY LOSER 
imdb.eom/title/tt114.4.541,7p
Dec 8 Payton 101
CHAPEL: ADVENT 4/CHRISTMAS
chapel@fuller.edu, 10a





ORIENTATION TO THEOLOGICAL 
REFLECTION
Required for FE501A, FE533/A, &
FE5OO, 12-2p
fielded@fuller.edu or 626.584.5387 
June 20-30






For toddler and preschoolers.
Tuesday mornings, beginning Jan 4 
for 10 weeks at Chang Commons. 
Registration: Nov 23 - Dec 14 at 
Residential Community Office 
(250 N. Madison). Space limited, 




Is your marriage ready for ministry?
Groups begin winter quarter. Two 
spots left for students in the Asian/ 
Asian-American group, Tuesdays, 
7-8:3op, meeting for 9 weeks.
Non Asian students interested in 
spring groups, enroll now. Cost: 
$40. Contact: Sharon Hargrave, 
sashargrave@aol.com
FULLER STUDENT ALBUMS 
AVAILABLE ON ITUNES:
Prodigal Hope 
by Michael Wright 
(also on amazon.com)
ChristmasTogether








-Must be faculty/staff or currently 
enrolled FTS student to submit 
-Prose pieces must be 2,000 words 
max, 12 pt Aria! font 
-Ust your name, school/dept, & 
contact info In top right corner 
-Photos must be high resolution
Send submissions to 
Aillerarfscollective@gmail. com, 
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SCRIPTURE READINGS, SONGS, MONDAY
CONVERSATIONS, GAMES, PRIZES D E C  13, 6PM
+ S O U L FO O D  HAWAIIAN BBQ @ PAYTON 101
presented by asian american theological fellowship africana student association
(or more information: aatf.fullorOgmail.com CClL 1
